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when the change from the silver to the golden
illumination came, it was as if the breeze had
fanned the embers into flame again.

Bitten with the Anglo-Saxon gadfly that drives
us all to disenchant artifice, and see the springs
that fix it on, I walked down to get a nearer
look. My next glimpse was from the bridge of
Sant* Angelo; but there was no time nor space
for pause. Foot-passengers crowding hither and
thither, as they heard the shout of Avanii! from
the mile of coachmen behind, dragoon-horses
curtsying backward just where there were most
women and children to be flattened, and the
dome drawing all eyes and thoughts the wrong
way, made a hubbub to be got out of at any
desperate hazard. Besides, one could not help
feeling nervously hurried; for it seemed quite
plain to everybody that this starry apparition must
be as momentary as it was wonderful, and that
we should find it vanished when we reached the
piazza. But suddenly you stand in front of it, and
see the soft travertine of the front sufiused with
a tremulous, glooming glow, a mildened glory,
as if the building breathed, and so transmuted
its shadow into soft pulses of light.

After wondering long enough, I went back
to the Pincio, and watched it for an hour longer.
But I did not wish to see it go out. It seemed
better to go home and leave it still trembling,
so that I could fancy a kind of permanence in It,